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“Hurry up Charlie! W e’re ready to move 
out,” Buck shouted.
Charlie laid his copy of The Republic on 
the arm of the chair and jerked himself up. 
He’d reread the paragraph on justice in 
society several times in the last half hour, 
without understanding it, while his brothers 
put things in the Buick for the fishing trip. 
He had tried to get out of going but his mother 
had said he “really ought to go” because that 
was “his place.” As he ambled out of the 
house onto the porch, Buck shouted another 
command.
“Run up stairs and get the pistol. We might 
need it.”
Buck always handled a situation like a drill 
sergeant with recruits. Charlie stopped for 
a drink of water and killed some more time 
picking out a book to take along. When he 
heard the horn honking, he left the house 
carrying the .22 automatic by the barrel.
“Hey, grab that weapon by the hand grip 
and point it at the ground!”
Charlie opened the car door, flipped the 
pistol into Buck’s lap, and crawled in beside 
him, opening his book.
“The gun is empty,” he said, casually.
“Yeah, well it’s the empty weapons that 
always kills people.” Buck was fixing his 
leader.
The car rocked when Angus, Charlie’s other 
brother, jumped up and down on his boat- 
hitch, testing it. Angus always checked 
machinery carefully before he’d use it. He 
was as dull as an old mother hen with a 
new batch of chickens. Buck and Angus 
made an ideal pair, with Buck talking all the 
time and Angus not saying anything, except 
maybe to answer questions.
As the old Buick dug away from the curb, 
their mother stood in the doorway of the 
newly-painted house holding the screen door 
and smiled and waved. Angus waved as a 
matter of fact, Buck gave a big high-ball, 
and Charlie watched them.
They had passed the last saloon and were
rolling off the pavement onto the oil before 
Buck mentioned beer.
“We oughta have some beer to take along 
in case the fish don’t bite.”
“Meaning w e’ll bring it back if they do!” 
Charlie fumbled at both pockets of his soiled 
plaid shirt and got a cigarette without moving 
the pack. Buck didn’t have the guts to say 
he wanted some beer. There always had to 
be some damned excuse behind his state­
ments. He was not truthful, and not being 
truthful, it was impossible to be just.
“We go through McAllister. We can get 
some beer there,” Angus said.
As the car jogged down into the dips and 
groaned around the curves, Charlie slumped 
heavily against the cushion. The clumps of 
cottonwoods by the farm houses stood out 
like towers against the flat, new stubble 
fields. Soon the farms disappeared and then 
the stubble, and they were winding up 
through low, bleached hills coming to the big 
blue peaks in the distance.
Charlie had been discharged from the Air 
Force three months ago but he hadn’t taken 
a job or even looked for one. He still had 
money from mustering out pay and what 
he’d saved in the service, and he refused to 
talk about “settling down like Angus.” He 
spent most of his time in a chair reading 
books, or walking along the railroad track 
where there were little sloughs with turtles 
in them. Three days ago he’d been up at 
Bozeman visiting an old high school friend 
when his mother called and said Buck had 
come home on a 30 day pre-embarkation fur­
lough. Charlie hadn’t seen Buck in better 
than five years so he took the first bus home, 
arriving there about 10:30 in the morning. 
He took the stairs two at a time to rouse the 
big Marine out of bed, but he stopped cold 
in the bedroom doorway.
Clothes were strung from the door to the 
bed and Buck lay sprawled on his back wheez­
ing loudly. His face was red and swollen. 
During the night he had rolled toward the
T R I P
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end of the bed and vomited; the vomit had 
hit the corner of the mattress and splattered 
over the bed railing to the linoleum where it 
formed a chunky, yellow-green pool by his 
shoe. Buck still wore his khaki trousers, 
one brown sock, and one of the pant legs had 
crawled up above the knee where it wrink­
led, showing a milky-white leg that looked 
more dead than alive. Charlie had stumbled 
down the stairs and out of the house into the 
clean air, not replying to his m other’s ques­
tion as to whether Euck was coming down to 
breakfast or not.
Charlie returned slowly in the afternoon 
along the old, heaved sidewalk frcm the far 
side of town. The leaves on the cottonwoods 
and maples were yellowed but not yet falling 
heavily; they clung majestically to their lofty 
perch and seemed to defy their imminent 
fate. The neighbor’s puppy charged out and 
barked ferociously, but Charlie hardly heard 
him; he was thinking about the leaves. He en­
tered the house quietly knowing Buck would 
be up and on the defensive, or even worse, be 
glad to see him. By now his mother would 
have trudged up the stairs, gasped at the 
sight, but cleaned up the mess without a 
word. It would be the same as always.
Buck was seated -at the kitchen table drink­
ing coffee and reading the newspaper, but 
Charlie stopped in the living room by his 
record player. Buck rose quickly and came 
to meet him.
“Hullo, kid! How goes it? Say, you need a 
shave pretty bad. Been living in the hills or 
somethin? Look kinda beat and crummy.”
Charlie took Buck’s hand. It was like 
taking the hand of an old person in conva- 
lesence and he dropped it quickly like it was 
a snake.
“There are a lot of ways to keep from be­
ing crummy, but shaving is not one of them.”
“Oh, yeah, I guess you’re right.” Buck, big, 
heavy and unconcerned, returned to his 
paper, saying over his shoulder, “What’ya 
been doin for your health, kid?”
“Nothing you’d understand,” Charlie said, 
taking a book from the bookcase and retreat- 
ing upstairs, where he could lie and look out 
on the same level with the trees.
As the car approached McAllister, Charlie 
was jabbed out of his thoughts by a sharp 
elbow punch in the ribs that made him 
cringe.
“Hey, haul out that pack, kid!”
Charlie withdrew one cigarette and looked I 
away toward the snow capped peaks. He 1 
was first out of the car when Angus stopped I 
across the street from the bar. A little beer I 
would be a relief.
“You guys pick up the hooch,” Buck said, 1 
“and I’ll pay my share when I get my check.” I 
“If you don’t have money, why the hell did 
you mention beer?” Charlie was unable to 1 
control his voice and it shook with emotion.
“Oh, I got some money coming at the Fin- ] 
ance Office but I didn’t have time to report 
there to get it. I got this ride all the way to I 
Pocatello the last minute and the guy was in I 
a hurry.”
“Rot!”
“Ah, cut it out' you guys. I’ll buy the 
beer,” Angus said and started across the 
street. Charlie caught up with him and they 
entered together.
“Buck should pay his share or go without.” 
“Yeah, but he’s our brother and he ain’t got 
no money.” Angus didn’t look at Charlie 
and he leaned both forearms on the bar, fa­
miliarly, and clasped his strong white hands 
together. They were grimy with grease 
around the nails and knuckles.
“Brother be-damned!”
“You better be careful with him, Charlie, 
he’ll set you on your can first thing you 
know.” Angus’ serious attitude irritated 
Charlie.
“What about the fifty he borrowed from 
mother to come home on?”
“I know more about that than you do.” 
Charlie carried the case of Highlander out 
to the car and put it on the back seat.
“Hey! yuh think I’m a camel? Let’s have 
that up here.”
“Get it.”
“Get it yourself! You put the damn stuff 
back there.” Buck looked at Charlie for a 
second, surprised.
Angus got the beer and Buck opened three 
cans and passed it around. Charlie watched 
him put the case between his combat boots, 
lean back in the seat with a sigh, adjust his 
fatigue cap, and take a big drink from the 
can. He said it was a cinch to get picked up 
hitch-hikin’ through Nevada if you wore 
your combat ribbons on your uniform. He’d 
already forgotten about the ride to Pocatello.
“It’s the only reason I wear the lousy 
things.”




I got a shirt, 
patchwork shirt, 
multi-colored, 
from a Jew; or 
was he Hebrew; 
or maybe Jermew; 
or Anglew; 
Fancew;





It was a hand-me-down, 
very old, worn, tattered, 
and added to. Oh yes!
It was too, too big.
It draped me!
I tore the seams, to fit, 
to balance it.
I arranged it, 
from patterns, 
mostly old.
. I put— 
red to red; 
yellow to yellow;
\ blue to blue—
’ where were 
| the blacks, 
the whites?
God! Was it come down 
I this way, 
for me?
Yes, I straightened.
One pattern gave me black! 
One pattern gave me white! 
I I put it on-





Unreal as the black!
I took it off.
Then patterned red, 






A newer pattern balanced 
white and black, 
but no color.
Or newer, the spectrum, 
Beautiful! Ideal!




The newest said 
dissect,
make triangles, 
follow the dotted line.
I did it!
Perfection!
I had -a shirt, 
triang-work shirt, 
multi-colored, 
too, too, too big.
I added heliotrope 
and chartreuse.
I gave it to 
a -ew 
or was it 





Illustration by M arge D odge
o f Pershing Square
By LARRY PETTIT
Am erica’s most sprawling brat, Los Ange­
les, has a stomach cloying with indigestion, 
as manifested in one city block. This is Per­
shing Square, which harbors malaise, pathos, 
and yet hope and a purpose. Its heart is the 
Hitler-like chauvinist. Its blood—the flow 
of degeneracy. For a brain it has nothing. 
But on its face is contentment, the content­
ment that comes with participation. For it 
is here that the wayfarers, frantics, and the 
city’s potpourri of “crusaders” participate in 
one of the last remnants of pure democracy. 
They speak freely—in public.
Pershing Square is aesthetic beauty. It is 
repose in a setting of apprehension; it is a 
paradox that lures a victim off the busy 
streets, then clubs him with the unexpected 
blare of invective.
We entered the Square from 6th Street and 
followed the weird music to its source. A 
village-full of the aged was assembled about 
a piano, groaning hymns with the quivering 
emotion of fundamentalism. With them was 
a smattering of youths who really knew 
“that old-time religion.” As debaters we 
were naturally critical. Haney cleared his 
throat and declared, “And these are the 
people who elect our President.” We all 
knew what he meant.
We moved with the flow of these people a 
while longer, keeping observant. A rotund 
quadroon, perched on a concrete flower bed, 
laboriously raised her left arm and scratched, 
but the movement did not disturb her mouth­
ing of the words, “Jesus Christ is coming” to 
the strains of the honky-tonk piano. We saw 
a few others whose lives centered around 
these evening revivals, and I joined them in 
song. Johnson snapped, “The strangest thing 
is that Pettit knows these songs!” They looked 
at me accusingly, and Josephson, who had 
just been converted to agnosticism, kindled 
a hope of finding his way back. But I re­
covered and we sneaked off to the next ped­
estal, walking four abreast . . . “to avoid be­
ing approached,” as one of the more wordly 
of our group advised.
A crowd was festering about a speaker, 
drawing its numbers from skid row and the 
“Follies” clientele just a few blocks away. 
The hoarse prophet was an elderly man, pre­
dicting the downfall of the United States. 
His sincerity was impressive as he said, “The 
Communists aren’t interested in the govern­
ment. They are taking over the armed servi­
ces!” The crowd grew. The hecklers took 
their stations. The speaker documented his 
contentions with obscure readings from a 
municipal library, conveniently located near 
the Square. With a world of illogic at his 
command, he deftly showed casual relation­
ships where none existed. He related argu­
ment to issue with brilliant non sequiturs, 
and a closed fist sweeping through the air 
drove home his points. With Ike-like dex­
terity he bounced from right to left so that 
no one was antagonized without being pla­
cated. Was he reactionary or radical? We 
could not tell. I asked him, “Sir, will you 
define communism?”
“Sonny, you haven’t been around long 
enough to know communism.”
“Perhaps not, but surely you must have a 
definition.”
“That’s because he is one,” yelled a heck­
ler.
The old man came back, “Dirty, rotten 
Russians. That’s what they are.”
“Oh,” I said, “Then maybe you can tell me 
something about American communists, for 
they are the ones that you say are infiltrating 
the armed forces.”
“They’re the same thing, and they’re just 
as rotten,” he quickly replied. Then he went 
on, “Our tax money is going to the Commu­
nists. We’re building tanks for them, and 
that’s why I’m telling you people about this. 
If you don’t believe me you can go right over 
to the library and read about it.” Somehow, 
from this point he worked in the Great De-
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pression, two World Wars, and everything 
his generation had suffered for “Old Glory” 
et. al. We began humming The Battle Hymn 
of the Republic audibly and reached a cre­
scendo concomitant with the raising of the 
flag. “College kids,” they snorted.
Then a young heckler took his cue. “Hey, 
dat old guy’s a commie, don’t let ’im  fool ya.” 
The prophet eyed his antagonist and the eight 
thugs flanking him, then continued his ti­
rade. But he was interrupted again, “Hey! 
Why doncha go back t’ Russia?” There en­
sued an exchange of verbal barbs, but the 
young chauvinist had a louder voice. He 
started winning the crowd as he pointed an 
accusing finger at his adversary and de­
clared, “He’s a Muscovite, that’s what he is.”
“And you’re like Hitler,” yelled a young 
woman.
“Aha! Now we have a Mr. Moscow and a 
Miss Moscow. This is Miss Moscow right 
down here.” He stretched his other pointer 
toward her. Meanwhile the crowd was 
growing, softly lowing, and hoofing about. 
About six policemen affixed themselves to 
the herd, but did not interfere with the ex­
change.
Some student chided the heckler in a low 
voice, and the latter immediately turned on 
him, “Why doncha go back to yer college, 
Yer an in-tel-lec-chu-al pink.” He faced the 
herd, “H ere’s one a them intellechual pinks. 
He wants ta get paid a million dollars for 
sitting ‘round an office and doin’ ten cents 
worth of work. Now we have a communist, 
a Miss Communist, and an intellectual pink.” 
He squealed with self-satisfaction as he 
pointed them out again.
The old man finally rebounded, but his 
voice was drowned as he accused the heckler 
of being dangerous. As the accusation was 
made, a boob sided with the heckler and re­
solutely said, “At least he sticks up for his 
country.” This gave the heckler a breather, 
and he came back with more vim, addressing 
the old man. “I bet you like Roosevelt, too, 
doncha?” The old man bounded from the 
right to the left and began defending FDR, 
but he was drowned out again. The heckler 
continued, “He likes Harry Truman too; sure! 
one of Truman’s red herrings! Look at ’im— 
he even looks like old Truman, don’t he?” 
The old man, hating to be placed in this po­
sition, threw up his arms in despair.
The heckler was unrelenting. “Lookit,
Mister, you can’t fool us. We know yer s 
commie.” He turned to the crowd, “How- 
many know he’s a commie? Raise yer hands.’: 
They did. The budding young McCarthy 
achieved his purpose and the crowd began 
to disassemble, aided now by the police.
I turned to Johnson, an ex-Republican, and 
said, “Never before have I seen the right 
wing method so effectively used.” He de­
nied nothing. “God!!! And these are the 
people who elect our President!” Haney 
groaned. We all chimed in, “To wit . . . . , ” 
and thought of the incumbent.
As we left Pershing Square, Johnson dared 
me to reassert my faith in democracy and 
the “Party of the People.” It’s an easy task.
T I M E ’S
C L O C K
By LARRY PETTIT  
Blackness—
And B lok’s hunchback creeps 
Into the all-blue room 
And turns back the clock;
Time is fiction.
Darkness—
And Christ’s missle saunters 
Into an opaque shrift 
And looks at the clock;
Now is nothing.
Meanness—
And God’s image stumbles
Into a base limbo
And waits for the clock;
Time is fiction?
Awareness—
And Bear’s sputnik hurtles
Into a blue orbit
And laughs at the clock;
Now is nothing?
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The King Is Beat
By GERRARD CHELFING
Now is the plague square upon the land, 
and the Delphi oracle fades and rocks away. 
“Oedipus Rexroth” makes the Ginsbergseer, 
and the dawn is siphoned into the chianti 
bottle of the fates.
But Creon was a bad Wog,
Rolling around the pillars waiting 
(Backward morals advertise our nothing); 
Angels have impregnated the Aerials, and 
the son is sawed off.
But Tiresias was a cool Wog 
(And the womb has many uses,
But, then, so does a baling machine—)
And the miasma squats on the doorstep with 
little fog feet.
O, O, O, Is it true about Jocasta,
And her bouncing double shuffle stuff,
Like it was maybe just for kicks, or 
An almost most in the rut of tim e’s bloody 
sand?
Feel it, man? FEEL IT? FEEL IT?
(And the King cried, “I’m movin’ on.”
My eyes are the fisherkingsbody,
And “T” is for Texas, “T” for Tennessee.”)
And after all is done Requiem of the Fall, 
Fire and false fantasy grant us thy peace.
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Towards the Canada border where the land 
is very flat and where sometimes no towns 
or even people are seen for many miles, old 
Murdock’s service station stood alone, wait­
ing quietly beside an empty gravel highway. 
Its thin walls were unpainted board, warped 
and storm-worn by long winters, and only 
the faded grey elephant of an old circus 
poster seemed alive there; his ragged legs 
somehow still dancing with dignity in the 
chill November wind. Attached to the low 
roof, a golden sign had once hung by a frayed 
rope and sparkled in the sun. It had not been 
large. There was just enough room on its 
smooth surface for two words: “Insurance
Gasoline.” But the sign’s brightness had 
seemed important for old Murdock because 
he thought of it as a kind of flag that would 
always stay up, showing people he was there 
and fully able to do business. He’d been 
pleased to watch the sign when he wasn’t 
busy, noting the graceful way it swayed. He 
liked to have passing drivers notice it, too, 
even if they didn’t stop. But then the worst 
snow of the winter had come down from the 
north one bad night and caught his sign, 
making it jerk and jump like a man who’s just 
been hanged. Then the storm had whipped 
it, tumbling and clanking, to the earth.
Old Murdock had found his sign lying on 
the frozen ground next morning with its rusty 
side up. His wrinkled mouth had curled into 
a snarl. He’d shaken his knuckles toward 
the cloudy sky. Then old Murdock had kicked 
at the gravel so hard that one patched over­
shoe had slipped off, landing in a snowbank 
at the side of the road. It seemed to mock 
him like the fallen sign; both were parts of 
him that had gotten away.
Old Murdock, stooping awkwardly to 
buckle on his overshoe again, had vowed to 
get his sign back up. He was going to buy 
a strong chain for its suspension. He had 
meant to find a ladder somewhere among 
the empty barrels and dusty boxes on the 
floor of his small warehouse. In the morn­
ing, old Murdock had promised himself aloud, 
“I’ll certainly do it.” Then he’d gone back 
inside where it was warm.
That had been a year ago. Nothing had 
been done about the sign because, on the set 
morning, there was a rare rush of heavy
business. The cars had seemed to come from 
every direction and old Murdock’s efforts 
had left him weak in his legs. He’d closed 
up early that afternoon and gone home to bed. 
Whenever old Murdock thought of the sign 
after that, other and more important jobs 
would interrupt. Accounts had to be totaled 
on long, blue lined ledger sheets until his 
eyes began to ache behind their thick, steel 
rimmed glasses. Or a horn was sounding 
from beside the gauge measure pump in 
front. Or a flat tire had to be fought until 
his arms grew clumsy from the heavy iron 
tools. By then, winter had returned un­
welcome, and the roof was too icy to go 
crawling around on. Old Murdock wondered 
if his sign would ever be up again.
And at sometime during the past year, he’d 
lost track of the accessories on the sagging 
plank shelves lining the single room inside. 
Now, strands of cobweb linked unshined tank 
caps with small red cans. Cardboard boxes 
spilled out corroded batteries. There were 
even rat tracks in the dust; while many 
scraps and bits of paper were lying over all 
like the used confetti that is dead on New 
Year’s morning.
Old Murdock’s conscience gave him no rest 
when he thought of his disordered shelves, 
and it forced him into work. He would care­
fully mount his single chair until he was 
shakily balanced on its seat. His left hand 
with the missing little finger would weld it­
self tightly onto the curve of the back while 
the groping fingers of the right tried to sort 
the useful from the worthless. But old Mur­
dock would soon remember that the dirty 
floor ought to be swept or more gum and 
candy should be gotten out, and he’d quickly 
climb down. Then he was secretly glad; for 
it did not suit him to leave the earth.
Many of the cars and drivers which came 
to Murdock’s Service Station were old, too. 
The cars’ windows were cracked, and the 
cracks were patched with brown paper tape. 
Their rattling bodies twitched nervously as 
if in protest at being run beyond their times, 
while the motors often knocked like over­
worked hearts. The drivers were shrouded 
by thick overcoats. Their habit was to clap 
their gloved hands together for warmth as 
their breath made little steam engine clouds 
in the cold air.
Murdock considered the old drivers very




f l ig h t
By JOANNE COOPER
When he sat beside her, she did not look 
up but continued reading, steadily, as the door 
was closed and the plane taxied to the end of 
the runway. Only as the engines roared, 
waiting for the take-off, did she put a slip 
of paper into the book and look up.
“The last time I saw you,” he said, “you 
were reading Ray Bradbury and Dylan 
Thomas.”
“Now it’s James Joyce and John Dewey,” 
she said lightly, “but not of my own desire.” 
“I remember,” he said, “the books left on 
the hot sand while you swam out to the 
breaker line, and all the pages marked with 
seaweed and wild roses and white-birch bark, 
and sage and fishhooks and cedar chips.” He 
took the book from her and leafed through 
the papers between the pages. “ ‘Trace thema­
tic development pages 80-84; Paper due 12/5 
time study; Importance sensual images in 
interlocking experiences.’ ” He shook his head 
and returned the book. “Neatly methodical, 
but much less interesting than poppy petals 
in Othello.”
“But more informative,” she said.
The plane hurled itself down the runway 
and into the air. “And now you’re in col­
lege,” he said. “It’s been a long time; I’d 
forgotten you lived here. I must have known, 
once.”
“Perhaps not,” she said, shrugging. “It 
wasn’t important.”
“No, I remember,” he said and turned to­
ward her. “You used to claim that people 
only remembered essentials . . .  we used to 
argue -about that.”
She sat with her forehead pressed against 
the window. “I like the way the city spreads 
up and down the valley between the bluffs. 
Smears and splotches and bars of red and 
yellow and green, cascades of light from the
betw een
refineries, the twinkling patterns of living 
zones, like an impression, a stylized skyrocket 
caught for all time against a starless night.” 
“I saw some night pictures of skyrockets,” 
he said, “at Aunt Anna’s, during Thanksgiv­
ing vacation. She was showing me some 
color photographs of you and Dom on one 
Fourth of July. There was a bonfire, and 
you wore swimming suits.”
“I remember,” she said. “It was dark be­
cause of the overcast, and later it rained, a 
warm rain, and before the tide came in we 
swam out to the rocks and back, and then had 
breakfast at three in the morning at some 
small place down by the locks.”
“Yes, Anna told me. She blamed Dom be­
cause you’d scraped your knee.”
She laughed, and her eyes met his. “I was 
young. I was always being scraped or cut or 
bruised.”
He looked at her hand, with a band-aid on 
one finger. “And what’s your excuse now?” 
“That?” She looked down, frowning, then 
smiled. “Nothing romantic. I was peeling 
apples for pie.”
The stewardess stopped beside them, check­
ing on names and destinations. “I remem­
ber you,” she said, smiling. “You were on 
the eastbound on Wednesday; you read all 
the way. Would you like some coffee?” She 
flipped small pillows into their laps and dis­
appeared.
“You still impress people,” he said.
“No,” she said. “I think she remembers 
me because my seatmate was sick during the 
whole trip. He was a rather corpulent man, 
green-tinged -and shiny.”
The stewardess re-appeared with coffee 
and cookies.
12
Illustration by Allie Jensen
“Did you spend vacation studying, then?” 
he asked.
“Unfortunately, no.” She smiled ruefully. 
“I baked pie and bread and sewed my sister 
a formal, went bowling with my brother, and 
ice-skating, did crossword puzzles with my 
mother and was resoundingly beaten at chess 
by my father—but study, no.”
“You make it sound unusually domestic,” 
he said absently. “Did Dom teach you to 
bowl?”
“No, I just learned. I’m not very good,” 
she admitted .
“He taught you chess. You should do well 
at that.”
“I haven’t played much recently. It’s been
13
•a long time.” She finished her coffee. “Do 
you want these cookies?”
“Time was,” he said reaching for them, 
“when you would have eaten mine.”
She took out cigarettes and matches. He 
took the matches from her and held one to 
light her cigarette. “Dom didn’t teach you 
to smoke.”
She looked at him over the flame, and her 
eyes were dark -and still. “It’s been a long 
time since Dom was here to say Do or Don’t,” 
she said steadily. “I’m older now.”
He blew out the match. “I’m sorry.”
“It’s all right.” She opened her book 
again, and began reading.
He lit a cigarette and watched her, but 
only the book in the focused circle of the 
reading lamp was distinct, and the end of her 
cigarette. “It looks,” he said, as she crushed 
out the glowing tip, “as though I’ve lost a 
sister as well as a brother.”
There was only the drone of the engines, 
and then she sighed and closed her book, 
turning to look at him. “Even if Dom were 
here,” she said, “things might have changed.” 
She smiled suddenly, and he heard the laugh­
ter under her voice. “You never liked the 
term in-laws anyway; you were always just 
about to begin collecting sister-in-law jokes, 
so you’d have them ready when the time 
came.”
“So I was,” he said, and saw her gazing 
blankly across the aisle. “Penny for your 
thoughts.”
“I was just trying to remember,” she said, 
turning the book restlessly in her hands. “I 
spent days making a chronological chart of 
authors and works in important American 
literature, and the only date I remember is 
Mark Twain’s ‘Jumping Frog’ story in 1865.” 
The stewardess came to take plates and 
cups and pillows. “We’ll be landing soon,” 
she said. “There may be a slight delay in 
take-off because of fog.”
“I remember you in fog,” he said, “spark­
ling as though it’d come for your special 
pleasure.”
I don t like this one,” she said, looking out 
of the window. “The housemother will raise 
a row if I’m late getting back to the dorm; 
and I have to write a paper tonight.”
“No more three o’clock breakfasts?”
“Not with eight o’clock classes each morn­
ing.” Her back was toward him and he 
could not see her face.
“Once I came home unexpectedly on leave,” 
he said, “and you and Dom had left for the 
mountains at five that morning. Anna said 
you’d come back from a dance, and both de­
cided you wanted fresh trout for breakfast.” 
“We caught them, too, but it was more of 
a lunch than a breakfast,” she said absently, 
watching as the plane cut down out of the 
clouds. “Oh, look at the city! it’s all misted, 
and luminous over the lights.” She half- 
turned to him, and then her face was blank 
again and she was looking past him. “I hope 
w e’re not late leaving.”
He moved impatiently in the seat, but be­
fore he could say anything the stewardess’s 
voice came over the loudspeaker, reminding 
the passengers to fasten their seat belts, and 
the cabin lights came on. He sat back again 
and watched her leafing through the pages 
of the book, not really looking at them.
“What kind of paper do you have to write?” 
he said.
“Nothing interesting, a bibliography of im­
portant translations into English between 
1580 and 1620, and a general summary of their 
influence upon and relevance to the literary 
trends. And,” she said rebelliously, “all the 
footnotes in the reference books are in 
French.”
“Dom and I started to teach you French 
once,” he said. “Do you remember any now?” 
“Only J’ai le liv re” The plane touched 
down, bumping slightly, and taxied back to 
the terminal. She looked out at the runway 
where the sodium-lights glowed yellow 
through the fog, and turned the book over 
and over in her hands. People were leaving 
the plane, walking toward the white haze of 
the waiting rooms.
“At least this airport has settled for neon 
lights around the terminal instead of the mer­
cury-vapor lamps,” he said.
“I don’t like the mercury lamps,” she said. 
“It’s a sterile light, too strong, and it kills 
colors.”
“You said the same thing about hospital 
lights,” he said.
“When was that?” She faced him again. 
“When you cut your foot while you were 
wading, and had to have so many stitches 
taken in it.”
“Oh, that.” She smiled then. “And I 
couldn’t dance on it for so long.”
“And you used to insist on going swim- 
(Continued on page 19)
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CANDIDA
By DUANE F. BRASSEUR
George Bernard Shaw’s Candida, produced 
by the Montana Masquers of Montana State 
University, is the most suitable play to the 
troupe’s abilities to be put on this season and 
the most successful.
The direction of Mr. Firman Brown assured 
that none of the witty Shavian reparte was 
lost. The production is well supported by the 
technical supervision of Mr. Charles Schmitt, 
whose experienced student staff has devel­
oped elaborately precise Victorian costumes, 
drops, and properties.
Three separate themes are woven expertly 
together in Candida. The play is rooted in 
the fertile optimism of V oltaire’s novel 
Candide, seasoned liberally with Ibsen’s social 
platform plays, and tempered by the satirical 
Shavian wit.
In V oltaire’s Candide, the thematic con­
tent is rich in bounding Leibnitzian optimism, 
and although the characters are beset by 
catastrophes involving every conceivable in­
tolerance and injustice, one character in the 
book constantly maintains that “all is for the 
best in this best of all possible worlds.” How­
ever, V oltaire’s hero finally concedes that “all 
things are not so well with us here as in El­
dorado (Utopia) but yet they are pretty 
well.”
The second facet of Candida involves Ib­
sen’s doctrine that a play should be used as 
a platform from which to din the foibles and 
follies of society into its own broad, flapping 
ear.
The quality which pulls these separate 
facets together in Candida is the Shavian 
wit which satirizes a society that demands 
conformity from all. Such grand satire de­
lights as well as humbles us.
Shaw’s Candida is about a self-righteous 
minister in love with his own wife, an irre­
sponsible poet who loves the same wife, and, 
of course, the wife. The usual triangular 
plot and the usual happy ending, but with an 
exception. The Shavian reversal of idea 
casts a pervading caricatural humor through­
out the play. Shaw commits masculine heresy 
by insisting that women are strong and that 
men must stay close to absorb the gleanings 
of their strength, and, oddly enough, that 
intelligent women actually prefer weak men 
to strong ones.
Candida, then, can be interpreted either as 
a rather ponderous instrument of social re­
form or as a recreational comedy reflecting 
the banal conventions of society. It is to the 
latter interpretation that the Montana Mas­
quers have clung.
The bounding tempo is picked up in the 
first scene by Gordon Rognlien as Reverend 
Morell, the husband, a smug socialist orator 
who vividly exemplifies the condescending 
•spirit of the holier-than-thou personality.
(Continued on page 18)
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The smugness adopted by Mr. Rognlien is 
thorough, but his intensity denies the role 
some of the humor that was intended and 
could have been captured by a nuance of 
pomposity.
Corbin Elliot as the poet, Eugene March- 
banks, is wholly in keeping with the tempes­
tuous soul of that timid but worldly wise 
adolescent. “You are afraid to let me see 
her,” says Eugene, sprinkling salt on M orell’s 
wound and fleeing across the parlor from the 
Victorian wrath. Such a paradoxical moral 
bravery and physical cowardice can only be 
captured, as indeed it is, by superb panto- 
mine.
Miss Arlene Jennings acts a solid if slightly 
immature Candida, a woman at one and the 
same time wise and motherly and yet some­
what saucy. The problem offered in casting 
so young an actress for so mature a part was 
not altogether overcome, but she did carry 
the part rather well.
Most of the play’s humor is carried with 
great success by Ed Brodniak as Mr. Bur­
gess, Candida’s father, and Miss Delores 
Vaage as Proserpine, secretary to the Rev­
erend Morell. Mr. Brodniak’s performance 
as a practical, slow-witted businessman 
whose worldly joy is proportional to his 
worldly wealth is very commendable.
As Proserpine, Miss Vaage captures one 
of the richest scenes in the play. Proser­
pine, under the nimble probing of Eugene, 
exchanges confidences on the ageless di­
lemma of the human heart which cries out 
for love, a love that is stifled by the muteness 
of decorum, rationality, and the necessity to 
talk about “indifferent things” like “the 
weather.” A flashing interplay of words and 
moods which is the most striking scene in the 
performance.
Bill Kearns acted a sound if minor part as 
the worshipful protege of the Reverend Mor­
ell.
The ultimate subtlety of Shaw’s Candida 
is in the root theme from Voltaire, the nuance 
of “all things are not so well with us here as 
in Eldorado but yet they are pretty well.” It 
is this subtlety in the performance that gives 
the Montana Masquers’ production a profes­
sional competence that will captivate any ap­
preciate audience.
Tragedy o f the Clowns
A Half-Act Play 
By RAY MOHOLT
CHARACTERS: FIRST CLOWN—A Man
SECOND CLOWN—A Woman
SCENE: Today, the apartment of the second clown. First 
clown enters with two quarts of bourbon, a carton of 
cigarettes, and a small sack of groceries. Second clown 
watches with unsure amazement as first clown pours 
himself a drink and settles into an old stuffed chair.
FIRST. Ahhhhh.
SECOND. Good?
FIRST. The staff of life.
SECOND. What’s your problem now?
FIRST: I have no problems, but I have this, 
(waves drink)
SECOND. And the justification for that?
FIRST. I like it. That’s enough reason. It 
exists and I like it.
SECOND. It looks like w e’re in for a hilari­
ous weekend.
FIRST. It might be pretty funny at that. 
Well, I guess we have something to discuss.
SECOND. Sure w e’ll settle something, just 
like in a crummy movie, w e’ll sob and drink 
and drink and yell and sob.
FIRST. Feel free.
SECOND. Come now lover, I know you go 
in for romantic traumata.
FIRST. Oh, hell yes, romantic traumata.
SECOND. Yes, do deny it, you’re in a po­
sition to bluff.
FIRST. W e’ve been bluffing for years.
SECOND. It’s about time we quit.
FIRST. I’ve tried you know, only to be inter­
rupted by an undisciplined emotional ti­
rade on my character.
SECOND, (pours a drink) Well, as a 
matter of fact, I had hoped to settle it an­
other way, but your opening comment de­
stroyed that possibility.
FIRST. There is no other way.
SECOND. You w ouldn’t know!
FIRST, (contemplating the window) I was 
going to bring up our future.
SECOND. How nice, after all these years.
FIRST. I note, of late, a sort of creeping Vic- 
torianism in our relationship and for rea­
sons of which you are cognizant, this is in­
dicative of things to come which are dan­
gerously delusionary. Furthermore . . .
SECOND. Oh my god, get off the podium 
professor.
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FIRST. Please . . .  it is reciprocal and it 
has to go somewhere. I mean, it can’t go 
on like this.
SECOND. Like an arms race.
FIRST. Forget it.
SECOND. What?
FIRST. Just forget it. As a matter of prin­
ciple, I felt a gnawing responsibility to 
clarify things before . . .
SECOND. I hope it’s six-foot rats that are 
doing the gnawing, and dammit, I know 
what’s going on without you discussing it 
with me. What are you going to do? Ask 
me if you can make love to me again?
FIRST. I don’t make love to arid-eyed vir­
gins.
SECOND. I’m not a virgin, you know damn 
good and well I’m not.
FIRST. You’ll be a virgin till you die. To 
lose that you have to do more than get 
tossed in bed, you have to lose a little salt, 
and a little heart.
SECOND, (almost screaming) Get out! 
(jumps to her feet)
FIRST. Take it easy now. What I meant 
was . . . was . . . always . . .  or rather 
since . . .
SECOND, (loudly) Well? Out with it, boy. 
Where’s your silver tongue? Why don’t 
you drawl out a sophisticated dig? Or whip 
up an obscure analogy?
FIRST. I was just . . . you . . . never have 
you . . .  I don’t . . .
SECOND. What? What?
FIRST, (dropping his voice) Never mind.
SECOND. Oh! That’s what I thought.
FIRST, (his hands shake as he pours another 
drink) Let me stay, please, (sits down ap­
prehensively)
SECOND, (stands over him, puts her hand 
on his head) You poor weak slob. Decide 
to go. Don’t make me throw you out.
FIRST, (barely audible) Please let me stay.
SECOND. What? No pride? No dignity?
FIRST, (softly) You know nothing of either. 
Only when one is unsure that he possesses 
pride and dignity, does he have to manifest 
them outwardly with some ridiculous ges­
ture.
SECOND. I’m sick of you, dammit. I feel 
like snuggling up to you in that chair, but 
I won’t. It would always be like that, and 
I couldn’t stand it that way. (louder) Now 
please go.
FIRST, (walks slowly to door, opens it, 
stands in open doorway. Second clown 
stands behind him, hand on door) Goodbye. 
SECOND, (almost tenderly) Goodnight. 
FIRST, (turns, walks away, tosses back) See 
ya’ later.
SECOND, (closes door) Probably just force 
of habit, dammit.
the flight between . . .
(Continued from page 14) 
ming,” he said, “and Anna used to be so wor­
ried about it becoming infected.”
“I shouldn’t have worried her,” she said, 
frowning. “That was the last summer I was 
there, too.” She was looking past him, and 
he waited, not moving. “Dom joined the 
army; he would have gone to college under 
the G.I. bill when he came back from Korea.” 
She sat there, her hands gripping the book, 
then took a deep breath, slowly relaxed her 
fingers, and looked at him again. “The next 
summer I was with my grandparents because 
my grandmother was ill,” she said. “That 
must have been the last time I saw you, then, 
at Aunt Anna’s.”
“I remember,” he said, “we had a picnic 
the last day, and the sunset was the most un­
believable thing I’d ever seen—the whole 
ocean was pink and orange and crimson, and 
the breakers crested like rainbow sprays. 
You’d had the last bandage off that morning, 
and you and Dom raced up and down the 
beach, and people stopped to watch you turn­
ing cartwheels on the wet sand.”
“We had a huge bonfire,” she said, her 
voice low. “The waves sounded deep and 
hollow against the rocks, and there was a 
pumpkin of a harvest moon. We swam and 
swam because it was so light and the water 
was so warm, and then you and Dom took 
turns at reading parts from Lady of the Lake 
to us. And for the longest time we could see 
the afterglow of the sunset, and ships sil­
houetted against it, and finally the fog came 
in, and we had to go.”
He waited, but she was silent, and when 
he moved her eyes did not change. “It was 
foggy the next morning when we took you 
to the train,” he said. “The lights were blur­
red and when you kissed us all goodbye, your 
hair was damp, and your skin. And when
19
you were on the train, Dom went back and 
asked the porter and the conducter to take 
care of you. Then the train moved away, and 
you sat by the window reading, and did not 
look back. And that was the last time I saw 
you.”
She looked down at her hands, locked 
around the book. “Yes,” she said at last. “I 
remember now.” She turned and stared out; 
over her shoulder he could see the fog swir­
ling around the airport lights.
Passengers were entering and settling 
down. The stewardess spoke into her hand 
microphone, welcoming them aboard, telling 
them of destination and probable flying 
time. “Please keep your seat belts fastened,” 
she added as the plane plunged down the 
runway and surged upwards. “This may be 
a rough flight.”
The cabin lights went off, and she turned 
away from the window and opened her book, 
holding it in the pale circle beamed from the 
reading lamp. He watched her fingers tear­
ing a bookmark into strips, but finally she 
began turning the pages, slowly. He pulled 
out cigarettes and offered her one. “What 
are you going to do after graduation?” he 
asked as he held his lighter for her.
“Teach, at least until my sister gets nearly 
through college.” He could hear the mockery 
in her voice as she added, “Can’t you see 
me, standing under fluorescent lights with 
my back to the blackboard, telling students 
of all the facts they need to put in footnotes 
on their papers, and giving them a list of im­
portant dates in English literature?”
“It doesn’t sound much like climbing 
mountains and swimming at sunrise.”
“No,” she said, “but I haven’t done those 
things for years.” She laughed, and her 
voice was light and careful. “I don’t think 
there’s ever a sunrise on the campus any­
way, even if there were someplace nearby to 
swim. The sky is usually overcast in the 
mornings, and the grounds are lit with mer­
cury lamps, presumably in the belief that 
the harsh flood of light will disinfect any 
sinful tendencies among the students.”
The stewardess stopped beside them. “I’m 
glad you’re both good travelers,” she said, as 
the plane lurched suddenly. She handed them 
lap pillows and coffee. “We’re running into 
a storm.”
“You may be late after all,” he said. “Re- 
member the spring we went back into the
mountains for a picnic and some shooting 
practice, and were two days late returning 
after a storm washed out the bridges?”
“The housemother, unlike Anna,” she said 
crisply, “has no great faith in our abilities 
to care for ourselves; or perhaps she’s afraid 
that someone else will take care of us too 
well.”
“Maybe she thinks you’d have too many 
adventures.”
“No,” she said slowly, “adventures take 
too much time.” She twisted the strips of 
paper in her hand. “You can’t have an ad­
venture when you have to complete a chart 
about physical compositions and orbital lo­
cations of the planets.”
“You used to know the stars, either that or 
I wasted some evenings.”
“They w eren’t wasted,” she said. “I’ll never 
get lost on starry nights.” She trimmed her 
cigarette carefully and then laughed. “But 
in spite of passing the course in astronomy, 
I have no idea of the weight or atmosphere 
of Jupiter.”
The plane tilted and tipped back again. She 
grabbed at her coffee before it spilled, and 
sat looking into the cup. “Of course,” she 
said, “I could have written the paper over 
the weekend. I should have.” She finished 
the coffee and sat smoking impatiently.
“But you might have had just as many dis­
tractions at school,” he said, “bowling and 
skating and playing chess.”
“No,” she said, stubbing out her cigarette, 
“at school I concentrate on being in school.” 
He could feel the throb and pull of the 
motors, and the plane’s vibration. The book 
was open on her lap again, and the pages 
quivered. “You used to sit by the shore 
writing poetry while the sun came up,” he 
said, “and dash up the cliff steps, two at a 
time, and run barefoot across the lawn be­
cause the grass was slippery and it tickled.” 
“It still does,” she said politely, looking at 
the book. “In the summers, when I’m work­
ing and living alone, I wake up early, and go 
out barefooted while it’s still cool and gray 
and quiet. But I think I’ve given up on 
poetry.” She laughed, and looked at him 
briefly. “Even parodies.”
The plane jerked and spilled sideways, 
and he lit cigarettes for them.
“I wish I could remember the dates for 
the chronology of American literature,” she 
said.
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“You never used to remember time,” he 
said. “It was always ‘the day the lilacs be­
gan to bloom.’ ” He blew a long stream of 
smoke into the dark. “Is this all you do in 
school, now, time charts and bibliographies 
and footnotes?”
“Oh, we do critical papers, too,” she said, 
something brittle and ironic under her voice.
“We’re supposed to be learning useful facts 
—and ways to find useful facts—and how to 
organize useful facts.”
The smoke from their cigarettes spiraled 
between them, and the sound of the wind 
and the engines rose and fell.
“I remember,” he said quietly, “one Christ­
mas when we all decorated a tree. The glow 
from the fireplace flickered on all the colored 
balls and danced on the tinsel, and you had 
holly in your hair. We sang carols all even­
ing.”
“That was a long time ago,” she said, her 
voice flat.
The stewardess took the cups from them.
She looked down at the book, turned a page. 
The plane slid sideways, bounced straight. 
He leaned across and turned off the reading 
light.
“I need to read this,” she said, reaching for 
the switch.
“It’s too rough for reading, a better time 
for talking.”
“We’ve talked,” she said, quietly, and he 
had to strain to hear her above the plane. 
“ ‘I remember,’ and ‘I remember . . . ’, and,” 
her voice cleared and hardened, “I still have 
a paper to write.” She reached for the switch 
again. He caught her hand and she pulled 
away.
“If the roads are this icy at Christmas, and 
I’m rushed,” he said, “I’ll probably fly up to 
Anna’s. But if I drive, may I stop and see 
you?”
She sat behind a film of smoke, not mov­
ing. Around him in the dark the noise of 
the plane swelled and throbbed.
Abruptly the cabin lights came on. “Please 
fasten your seatbelts,” said the stewardess. 
“Prepare for landing.”
“Dom was teaching you to ski,” he said, 
“but you’d only learned to fall down. We 
could ski at Christmas.”
She put out her cigarette, grinding it into 
the tray. The plane circled down through 
the fog, and he sat watching as she buttoned
her coat. He could see no expression on her 
face, only the taut skin and a rapid pulse 
along her jaw. There was a white glow, then 
the glare of mercury lights and ice. Her 
hands locked around the book as the plane 
bounced; it skidded, rolled further, swung 
around, and stopped.
A few flakes of snow blew in through the 
door. She unfastened her seatbelt mechan­
ically and stood erect, stretching, then started 
to move past him to the aisle.
He reached out to stop her and felt her 
hand brush his as she turned to face him.
“No,” she said then, and shook her head. 
“Not until I’ve learned to pick myself up.” 
She smiled, suddenly, and the plane lights 
made a warm reflection in her eyes. Hold­
ing the book loosely, she twisted away, still 
looking at him. He could feel the warmth 
on his skin where their hands had touched. 
“Next Christmas, maybe,” she said, and 
turned away, and walked toward the glaze 
of light beyond the door without looking back.
old murdock’s position . . .
(Continued from page 11)
nearly pitiful because their object was not 
their single dollar’s worth of gasoline or even 
his free water and air. Instead, Murdock 
knew they hoped to talk gladly of those things 
someone else also remembered. One, especi­
ally, was worse than the others. He chewed 
eagerly on his recollections like a chipmunk 
greedily devours his stolen food, his hands 
trembling as he remembered. He is beaten, 
Murdock would think when he saw Donald 
Liggett drive up. He is capable only of think­
ing of the past, not the future or even the 
present. “I will not end like this,” old Mur­
dock would promise, whispering to himself.
Yet, he always invited Liggett inside where 
the greasy little oil stove was turned up. 
Then memories came in the words of Liggett 
as he stood close to the heat, a passion for the 
old and the dead glowing in his eyes. “Do 
you remember when . . . ?” he’d ask, and 
the days of thirty years past would some­
times be sweeter for Murdock than his life 
now of tired hours and fallen signs. When 
Murdock had recalled those days strongly 
and happily like Liggett, his talk became 
sentimental.
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“Ah, yes,” he’d say, shaking his head 
slowly, “Those were the best times to be 
alive.”
Then Liggett seemed to sense an opening. 
Like a snake, he’d dart in to ask Murdock 
why he would not sell his station and retire 
to a life of ease and comfort such as he, 
Donald Liggett, now led.
“Take things easy,” the old man would ad­
vise, showing his big false teeth in a wise 
smile, “Enjoy life like me.”
Murdock’s good mood would be suddenly 
broken then, and he’d turn away and stare 
through his fly-specked front window at the 
narrow highway outside. He recalled that 
his wife had also urged him to sell before 
she had died, a year and a half past. She 
had spoken in her precise and gentle way of 
a vacation trip, perhaps to Mexico, which they 
could take when he was free. Murdock had 
thought then and he knew now that the wife 
had realized she hadn’t time enough left for 
any trip. She really had been thinking about 
his comfort. But she hadn’t told him what 
to do with himself if he sold the station and 
she wasn’t around. The answer was to be 
like Liggett there, hunched over the fire and 
fumbling over memories.
The dark had come early that night when 
old Liggett at last got into his car, clutching 
the wheel with both hands as if afraid it 
would get away from him. Murdock, glad to 
have him go, watched his tail light sway from 
one side its lane to the other, then disappear 
towards the direction of L iggett’s little hotel 
room in town. Though there had been but 
small trade that day, old Murdock was tired, 
while Liggett had jabbered on beyond clos­
ing time, never wanting to keep still about 
the past. Dismissing Liggett from his mind, 
Murdock buttoned up the neck of his sheep­
skin jacket. It was time to set about the 
careful business of locking up.
The wind had become colder and stronger, 
and in the darkness he shivered under it, 
moving slowly. He made sure everything, 
the water can, the tire display, the bottle of 
windshield cleaner, all of it, was inside. When 
he had looked around and was satisfied that 
nothing remained unprotected, he tested each 
door and lock three times; no one would steal 
from him if he could help it. But old Mur­
dock’s cap fell off as he bent to try the rear 
door. He fumbled for it in the wind, cursing 
it and the wind and then himself.
His hands were numb with cold when he’d 
finished, and he turned to the back of the 
station with a feeling of relief because there 
was only the small warehouse left to lock. 
Then he saw his pickup and its load. It was 
backed up close to the warehouse and in the 
rear were big boxes of quart oil cans and anti­
freeze stacked in what seemed a giant pile. 
H e’d picked them up from the freight depot 
that morning, figuring he’d have plenty of 
time for unloading today. H e’d had the time, 
all right, but the boxes had slipped his mind 
as if he had never seen them. Old Murdock 
thought of not unloading, of locking the pick­
up in his garage at home for the night. Then 
he could heat up some vegetable stew and 
go to bed right after he ate it. But, like a 
challenge, the pickup’s tailgate was down, 
its paint-chipped surface a reminder that he’d 
handled other, even larger loads. It had be­
gun to snow lightly, but the flakes were not 
melting when they hit the ground. Old Mur­
dock knew that if a real storm came up, the 
ground would be covered deep in the morn­
ing. Then his feet would catch in the snow 
and the unloading would be doubly hard.
“I’ll do it now,” Murdock decided loudly. 
He did not start the pickup’s heater so he 
could rest warm between trips. He was going 
to go straight through and get home sooner.
The boxes weighed close to fifty pounds 
and each new one seemed heavier than the 
last although he had only to lug them the 
five or six steps inside the warehouse. The 
hard part was stacking them inside when he 
had to lift above his head. He could feel his 
arm and shoulder muscles strain against his 
undershirt. It was cramped inside, and you 
had to be careful about the short lengths of 
pipe on the floor along with the rest of it 
there, the boxes and the barrels. The air 
seemed stale and dead, the walls close and 
pressing. Sometimes, old Murdock felt short 
dizzy spells. H e’d stagger for two or three 
steps, his leg scraping painfully against the 
doorway or the sharp rim of a barrel. But 
he did not stop.
Once, he looked at the naked bulb over­
head. Its light seemed to falter at the end of 
the thin cord. He thought he would put in a 
bright one tomorrow. Then he could see 
what he was doing. Maybe he’d hire some 
kid for the heavy work. There were little 
mounds of dirt scattered about the floor be-
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cause he hadn’t finished sweeping out last 
week. He stepped into one, sending up dust. 
He began to count the steps between the 
stacks and the pickup. One, two, he thought, 
four, five. His wind grew short and finally 
became dog-like pants; the noise seemed to 
come from far off. One, two, four, five. His 
arms were heavy. His back was quivering 
like jelly and sweat was dripping down his 
sides. Then he could not lift, he felt the 
square edges of a box begin to slip through 
his hands. “I won’t quit!,” he thought, “I 
won’t!”
The dizziness was suddenly strong and his 
legs were buckling. He tried to push the 
box towards the top of a stack. But it drop­
ped away from him, and struck and split, 
its cans rattling over the floor. Old Murdock 
looked about, his arms still extended. He 
could not see clearly, but he thought he heard 
footsteps outside. Then a shadow fell over 
his doorway. It crossed swiftly and old 
Murdock knew there was a thief outside. A 
thief dressed in black, hard to see in darkness.
Old Murdock clenched his hands and the 
dizziness passed. He poised himself, his head 
down like a wild bull who feels an angry 
strength. He charged and stumbled and 
caught himself. Then he was out in the night 
looking for his enemy, not caring about the 
[ wind or the cold. He thought he saw a shadow 
behind the pickup. He lurched forward, a 
low growl in his throat. But his foot slipped 
on ice. Then he was off balance, his fists 
punching out at the air. The world twisted 
[ itself upside-down and old Murdock crashed 
| to earth.
Like a suddenly unstrung puppet, he lay 
f  collapsed on the ground, a white-haired old 
man with unwashed overalls, feeling the pain 
| a large rock pressed into his belly. Yet, Mur- 
i dock made no noisy protest. Instead, he 
, slowly brought himself to his knees and then 
to his feet. He drew up his head and then 
his hands. He was ready for the fight.
But the single dim arc light of the ware­
house roof showed nothing except the wait­
ing boxes in the pickup’s rear, still high and 
1 silently judging him from their removed 
place. Murdock lowered himself to a seat on 
the side of an overturned barrel.
“You seventy-year fool,” he whispered 
I when his wind had quieted.
Then, though his hands shook from excite­
ment and self-disgust, and he had to try to
make the roll-your-own three times, old Mur­
dock smoked and thought of his position in 
the world. For about the last year, he had 
not been sure what it was. Everybody up­
town thought he was a little cracked for not 
selling the place and sitting it out on the 
cigarette-burned chairs neatly spaced like 
tombstones along the sides of Clark’s Bil­
liards. That was where you found all the 
other old fools with dead wives. It was their 
headquarters and the ground they’d chosen 
for their last stand, the place where they re­
treated from a world that could not use them 
but whose conscience did not wish them dead 
or, at least, not quite yet. And old Murdock 
knew people were wanting to take care of 
him nowadays, too. The young clerks on 
Main Street were the worst. With their short 
haircuts nodding anxiously and with their 
white shirts and polka dot bow ties, they’d 
lean over their spotless counters and ask, 
“Forget your bread today, Mr. Murdock?” 
or “W inter’s coming on, Mr. Murdock, you 
fixed all right for woolens?” or even “That 
flu looks bad, doesn’t it, Mr. Murdock? Guess 
we’ll all have to take shots, won’t we?”
And maybe they were right at that, thought 
Murdock, watching the red end of his smoke 
arc out into the darkness and fall lost to sight 
beyond the range of the warehouse light. 
When you started to figure things dressed in 
black were hanging around and trying to rob 
you blind, maybe it was time to slump down 
in the poolhall. There, anyhow, things could 
be stalled off, but here at the station they 
were on you and they pushed at you and un­
less you were young and strong, they’d hurt 
you like he’d come close to being hurt just 
a bit ago.
It would be easy enough to lose the station. 
He could call Herman Carmen tonight and 
Herman, eager and bouncing like a pup, 
would be over and even finish unloading the 
truck. Herman owned the station out on the 
south end of town, and he wanted Murdock’s 
besides. Murdock had gone out there when 
Herman first opened up a little short of a 
year ago. He’d pretended he wanted to bor­
row a tool, but he’d really wanted to size the 
other man up. Carmen knew how to do busi­
ness, but Murdock hadn’t liked the way he 
went about things or, in the end, the man him­
self. Carmen was too quick, too jumpy. He 
pushed himself and the two high school kids 
who worked for him so hard that he ended
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up looking silly even though things got done. 
The kids in their white coverall uniforms 
were like troops, and Carmen plainly thought 
of himself as their general. H e’d wave his 
arms around hollering orders, and he’d rush 
around his three sets of bright red pumps, 
jumping in where the most rush was. Then 
he was like a man with four arms, seeming 
to make change and wipe windows and check 
oil all at once. He always had some deal or 
“project” as he called it, and he kept the boys 
busy with painting or sweeping. Then he’d 
run outside every few minutes to peer over 
their shoulders and correct them in their 
work. He reminded old Murdock, altogether, 
of a nervous octopus.
“Murdock,” he’d said one afternoon, “you 
should sell out to me. Retire. Rest. You’ve 
got it coming.” And then confidentially, 
“Hate to see something happen to you out 
there. Don’t take chances, Sam.”
And if he did sell to Carmen? The wooden 
frame building would come down next spring 
and a new brick structure that even had air 
conditioning like the one out on South would 
go up. That would be the end of Murdock’s 
Service Station, the place the old men and 
the old cars came to, and it would be the end 
of active life for him, Sam Murdock. That 
was what it was coming to anyhow, old Mur­
dock supposed. He was going to have to call 
Carmen sooner or later. He might as well 
get it over with. Murdock cupped his chin 
with his hands, hesitated, and stood up 
straight. I’ll call now, he thought. But he 
saw the boxes again and it didn’t seem right 
to have Carmen finish their unloading, even 
if he was an octopus. Murdock smiled at the 
thought of a many-armed Herman Carmen 
and his face broke into many little wrinkles. 
He hugged one of the boxes to his chest and 
began to walk cautiously towards his ware­
house. He was still smiling.
Murdock was nearly through and he had 
done it slow, sitting down often to rest. He 
had only five boxes left now and he was feel­
ing satisfied with himself. The snow had 
quit and he could see a few stars, bright and 
constant, where the sky had cleared a little. 
Old Murdock thought of home and food.
“Maybe,” he said to the boxes, “I’ll fry my­
self up a steak. Guess I earned one today.”
Then the horn sounded from the station 
driveway up front, loud and demanding in the 
cold. Murdock s first reaction was annoy­
ance. Anybody, he thought, can see I’m 
through tonight. It blew again, short and 
sharp. Old Murdock cupped his hands around 
his wind-chapped lips.
“Go away,” he shouted at the unseen car, 
“I’m all closed up.”
The wind rattled the tin walls of the ware­
house and old Murdock could hear the soft 
idle of a waiting motor. I’m not even goin’ 
up there, he thought, and he gripped the sides 
of the top box. But the horn summoned again. 
This time, it was a long call, positive and de­
manding. Old Murdock put his box down 
heavily on the pickup’s tailgate. He took a 
deep breath, trying to cry out above the suf­
focating blare.
“It’s not my time.” There was silence. “Go 
to Carmen’s.”
Old Murdock raised his voice as loud as he 
was able, but it cracked like an old parrot’s. 
No answer came except the horn. He was 
forced to walk towards the car. It was a big 
black sedan, a rich man’s car, the kind you 
used for special occasions. The horn quit 
when he rounded the front corner of the sta­
tion and came into sight. A frame of Vene­
tian blinds covered the rear window. They 
were shut tight. A soft red emergency brake 
light kept going off and on from the dash­
board inside. Old Murdock realized he’d 
never seen this car before, that its license 
was smeared with dirt or mud or something 
and couldn’t be read. He hesitated, looking 
up the highway where the few blinking neons 
of his little town looked helpful and alive. 
The wind was like a slap on his cheek, cold 
and mean.
“Go away,” said Murdock softly to the lone 
man inside.
“Want to use something you got,” was the 
answer. Then, like an afterthought, “Your 
telephone, is all.”
He was not really a man at all, Murdock 
decided as he took a first careful look and 
listened to a whiny voice. He was a kid just 
over high school age wearing long side burns 
and a dark overcoat with its lapels pulled up 
just short of his ear lobes.
“Please, mister,” he complained, “This call’s 
real important.”
The red brake light reflected from his 
greasy black hair and his smile was neither 
friendly nor warm, but a way to gain en­
trance. Old Murdock turned away, facing 
the highway. No cars were coming.
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“Closed,” he said over his shoulder. “Tele­
phone in town.”
The gravel driveway felt loose under his 
feet. Old Murdock wished he was at home, 
not having to worry about what this kid was 
going to do next. Only darkness was beyond 
and around the highway.
“Lemme inside.” The boy’s voice was 
deeper now and demanding. “I gotta gun.”
“I can’t hear a word you’re saying,” old 
Murdock replied loudly. “I’m deaf as a post.” 
He began to walk slowly towards the high­
way, looking for a car. He felt his heart 
racing crazily inside his chest. He wondered 
when he should begin to run.
“Come back, Granpaw.” The boy’s voice 
was jeering, full of a mocking superiority. 
It held old Murdock fast just as he was ready 
to make a try for the ditch on the other side 
of the road. They’ve talked to me like that 
before, he thought. It didn’t do them any 
good, either.
“Be good, Granpaw. Do what I say and 
get back here.” It was the boy who spoke to 
him like he was a little child. But it was old 
Liggett who wanted him to give in, too. And 
it was all the store clerks who told him what 
to buy. But most of all, it was Herman Car­
men, wanting to take the station from him. 
Old Murdock wheeled around and stamped 
back to the black car. The wind felt good on 
his face now. It was like cold water waking 
you up after a long sleep.
“Who you callin’ Granpaw?” he demanded, 
not bothering to control his tone. “You 
dumb young punk.” He pushed his head 
close to the side window frame and stared 
into the boy’s startled face.
The boy’s eyes opened wide. He hesitated, 
trying to speak. He was like a pampered pup, 
suddenly put outdoors to fend for himself. 
Then his eyes dropped and Murdock knew 
he had his thief on the run.
“I gotta gun,” the boy mumbled, staring at 
his lap. “Gimmie yer money.”
“Get out,” Murdock roared, “Get out and 
fight like a man.” The boy’s mouth gaped 
like it belonged to a dead fish. Old Murdock 
began to beat a war drum tattoo on top of the 
car. Then he was jumping up and down, 
snarling like a raging lion. The boy’s mouth 
moved, but no words came.
“Fight! Fight!,” Murdock screamed, “I 
want to fight!”
“You’re goofy,” the boy finally whispered, 
looking like he was going to cry. “Get away, 
you old nut.”
The black car seemed to jump for the high­
way, vanishing quickly in the dark from 
where it came. Old Murdock threw "one rock 
at the car’s trunk, but it fell far shorh Then 
he sagged .back against his gasoline pump, 
trembling all through his bo'dy. The* boy’s 
engine was fading in the distance, -and ~ he 
could hear the clock deeply striking eleven 
from uptown in the tower of City Hall.
How close it was, old Murdock reflected, 
gazing at the spot where the black car had 
been. If I hadn’t scared that boy'and if he' 
was not lying about his gun, I would now be 
dead, foolishly so, for fifty dollars in an 
ancient cash register.
But then a great thought filled the mind of 
old Murdock. It banished the cold of the 
night and it destroyed his fear. I held my 
ground, was the thought, I held my position. 
Old Murdock stood straight and looked up to 
where his sign had been. I’ll see about that 
in the morning, he thought. Then he pulled 
his cap tight on his head and began to walk 
back to his boxes, whistling a little as he went 
along.
fishing trip...
(Continued from page 4)
“You should of brought them along. The 
fish would be a cinch to bite.”
“Pretty wise, kid.”
“Hey, keep that beer down you guys. 
There’s a line of traffic comin!” Angus took 
a guarded jerk from his can not removing 
his eyes from the road.
Charlie was struck, -and then instantly ir­
ritated, by the way Angus leaned slightly 
over the wheel and took his short jerks of 
beer. The way he squinted at the road re­
minded Charlie of a pilot who never relaxed 
even on a milk run. Angus wouldn’t loosen
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up with the beer, but only become more con­
tained within himself like an innocent man 
in a cell. It wouldn’t be long before he 
would make a play for sympathy, because 
he was “stuck at the garage,” and he would 
probably fall on his face in the process. 
Charlie had seen it all before. But there was 
nothing he could do about it now. He was 
caught for the weekend. Buck was the only 
alternative and he was a worse bore; his 
talk was all about common things that didn’t 
even concern him. There was no value in it.
When Buck finished his beer, he bent the 
can double, reached for more and passed it 
around, making Charlie reach slightly for his.
Charlie hitched at one leg of his Levis and 
pulled it up above his logger boot. Then he 
ran his hand over his week’s growth of beard 
and squinted at the page, flipped it, and laid 
the book on the back seat. The light was not 
bright enough to read.
“What’s the name of yer book, kid?” Buck 
asked, looking slantwise down at Charlie. 
“The Past R e c a p tu r e d Charlie mumbled. 
“Don’t read books,” Buck said, “takes too 
much of my time.”
“How important do you think time is?” 
“Damn important to me, kid, I’m gettin’ 
older every day.”
“Unimportant,” Charlie grumbled.
They had turned off the oil and were driv­
ing along a dirt road around the lake to the 
east side where they would make camp next 
to the mountains. Charlie looked out across
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the choppy water. The evening breeze was 
strong enough to make white caps out in the 
center, and he could see the opposite shore 
where the thick willows formed a fluffy bor­
der for the mountains just behind them. The 
low lying clouds were a mixture of colors that 
blended well with the burnt orange sky. A 
river flowed out of the mountains into the 
lake, and as they drove across the bridge that 
spanned it, a doe and spike buck bounded 
gracefully over the road and disappeared be­
hind some jagged rocks.
“If I had my M-l, w e’d have deer steak for 
supper,” Buck said.
“The season is closed,” Charlie said.
“There ain’t no game warden around up 
here,” Buck was leaning forward watching 
the rocks.
“Why don’t you use the pistol, then?”
“You don’t shoot dear with a pistol, Char­
lie,” Angus interjected.
“If you’re going to kill something, it don’t 
matter how you do it.”
“You think so? You ever see a man die 
with his guts hangin’ out? It’s better to go 
like that!” Buck smacked his right fist into 
the palm of he left hand, making a sharp 
crack like a beaver warning.
“That’s right,” Angus agreed.
“You’re a real Christian, Buck.” Charlie 
lit a smoke and inhaled deeply.
“Where d’ya get that crap!” Buck stared 
at Charlie.
“Never mind. Forget it.”
“Forget it hell. You brought the damn sub­
ject up. What d’ya mean?”
“Read the Bible!”
“Oh Christ! You and your damned high­
falutin ideas. I’m a Marine. Don’t you 
know that much?”
“You asked the question. Take it or leave 
it.”
“For Christ’s sake, you guys act like two 
old women,” Angus said, jerking off the road 
into a clearing by the lake. He swung off too 
fast and the boat hitch dug into the ground, 
making him swear.
It was dark when they got the boat un­
hooked, the tent set up, and the campfire 
going. While Buck and Angus went soberly 
and carefully about the tasks of keeping up 
the fire and cooking supper, Charlie pushed 
through the willows to the lake shore to look 
at the water and get some more beer. He 
swung his arms freely and began to whistle.
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The effects of the sunset, open air, and the 
beer made him happy. The lake was very 
black and dismal and he could only see a few 
feet of water, so he took three cans of beer 
from the case and returned to the fire. He 
wouldn’t let his brothers spoil a good glow 
like this; he’d talk with them and see what 
they had to say for themselves. He could 
probably make fools out of both of them if 
he were careful. It would be fun.
The coals glowed brilliantly and already a 
bacon smell was whiffing around through the 
clearing and mixing with the fresh coffee 
fumes. Angus was squatted over the fire 
breaking eggs into a skillet, his face partly 
hidden by his old felt hat that was stuck full 
of flies, hooks, and odd hunks of leader. 
Buck came into the lighted circle, puffing 
and dragging some drift wood.
“Hey, you zombies, did we vote in pro- 
bition? Let’s have a beer!”
“The coffee’s boiled,” Angus said, not look­
ing up.
“To hell with the coffee!”
“I’ll take one of them beers,” Buck said.
Charlie took a drink of beer, handed Angus 
his can, telling him it was better for him 
than coffee, and watched Buck mop up bean 
sauce with a hunk of bread. H e’d back Buck 
into a corner with reasonable conversation 
and watch him squirm out of it by deceit, like 
he always did.
“How were the women in France, gyrene?”
“You’d better smile when you say that, 
fly boy.”
“Why? It’s only a name. Shakespeare said 
‘a rose by an other name would smell as 
sweet.’ ” Charlie smiled inwardly.
“Bunk on Shakespeare!” Buck got a smoke 
from Angus, who lit one himself.
“What about the women, Buck?” Angus 
said.
“I ain’t hadda woman since Frisco, Angie 
old timer.” Buck blew a big smoke ring out 
over the fire and rared back against a log 
like he was getting ready to tell a story.
“How much did you have to pay?” Charlie 
stared at Buck, who looked for an instant like
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a little boy who had been caught snatching 
his favorite cookies.
“I didn’t mean that kind. I gotta girl in 
Frisco . . .  a nice one, lives with her mother. 
If you don’t believe it, I gotta foot-locker full 
of letters to prove it.” Buck looked down 
and Angus stared into the fire.
“She must be nice if you ‘had’ her,” Char­
lie mused.
Buck sprang up like he was going for Char­
lie, but stopped at the fire, threw his can in, 
and smacked his hands together.
“Ah, hell,” Angus said, getting up, “let’s 
run into town. It’s only a little ways around 
the lake.”
“It suits me,” Charlie said, quickly, trying 
to keep his voice even. He drained his can 
deliberately but he couldn’t keep the can 
from rattling against his teeth.
Charlie ran to the lake for the rest of the
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beer, like he used to run away from the farm 
when his father butchered a hog. He stum­
bled once returning, and when he got to the 
car, Buck' was standing outside holding the 
door. It was uncomfortable in the middle; 
he couldn’t look out the wiridow without 
seeing Buck, and Angus still drank his beer 
with guarded jerks, but his eyes were larger 
and his movements more noticeably con­
scious. He steered carefully around bumps, 
usually hitting two for every one he missed; 
his sight was focused along a line directly in 
front of him and he looked neither to the 
right nor to the left.
Buck belched loud. “Room for plenty down 
there yet,” he said, slapping his stomach.
Charlie unconsciously clutched his beer 
can tightly between his legs and cringed 
away whenever Buck’s leg touched his.
“Hey, kid, if you’re not gonna drink that 
brew, give it to me.”
Charlie handed the can to Buck, mechanic­
ally, without looking at him. They would be 
to town soon where there would be some 
human beings, Charlie thought.
Cars lined both sides of the street of the 
little railroad town, which contained only
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two bars, and Angus eased into a parking 
space between a lumber truck and a new 
Buick. Charlie got out and headed for the 
bar,, leaving'Buck and Angus to lock up.
He pushed his way through a crowd of 
dance watchers at the door and leaned up to 
the bar, which was scattered with unattended 
beer bottles and high ball glasses, and or­
dered. a ditch. The steady beat of the piano 
and the drawling notes of the Western tune 
drummed in his ears and drowned out the 
words from the bull sessions going on around 
him. He half turned away from the bar to 
look at the women dancing. There were 
about three men to one woman and none of 
the women looked worth dancing with; they 
moved like snakes either in tight overalls or 
gaudy dresses and two young girls in' the 
center of the floor, dancing together, put on 
a sex exhibition when the tune speeded up 
for the end by standing spraddled, wriggling 
their torsos and bending over backwards, 
until the music stopped. At this point they 
dropped to their knees and rose quickly, 
nonchalantly, and bolted to the bar for a 
drink, laughing. There were no catcalls or 
cheers. No one even seemed to notice them. 
Charlie turned back to the bar as Buck and 
Angus came up.
“What’s your hurry, kid?” Buck said, 
“’fraid they’re gonna run out a booze in this 
joint? Hey! bartender, bring us a couple a 
beers here. Couple pretty good lookin’ to- 
matas over in the corner there, huh Angie?”
Angus looked, nodded, but settled at the 
bar and paid for the beer.
Charlie ignored Buck and Angus as much 
as he could, but it irritated him that Buck 
got into a conversation with a tow-headed kid 
who was drinking a Tom Collins with straws. 
Charlie rested his logger boot on the bar rail, 
grabbed the knee of his faded Levis with one 
hand and listened to the high droning pitch 
of Buck’s voice.
“If you ever get in the service, don’t volun­
teer for Korean duty. Them Gooks ’ll steal 
you blind and then sell the stuff right back 
to yuh.”
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“Is that right?” the kid asked, interested. 
He wore boots, faded Levis and a brown Pen­
dleton shirt.
“Yeah, you can’t imagine how they live 
over there. It’s not even safe to go into town 
alone after dark. The chow they eat’d make 
yuh sick. Little thirteen year old kids havin’ 
babies. They ain’t got no morals at all.”
“What do they eat?”
Buck reflected a minute to make his story 
sound better. Charlie noticed that Buck kept 
looking down the bar where two sailors were 
drinking, but he didn’t think -anything about 
it. The music had stopped now and the bar 
was crowded with people. Angus wasn’t 
listening to Buck, but the tow-head sucked 
his straws and moved closer so he could hear 
better.
“Their national dish,” Buck began, shifting 
his position, “ ’bout as popular as our ham­
burger, is called kimchee. But you oughta 
see how they make the stuff. They chop up 
roots, leaves, bones, throw in some old rotten 
vegetables and then dump a bunch of garlic 
in it. It smells like hell. You couldn’t im­
agine anybody eatin’ the junk.”
Charlie flushed red and shot a glance 
around the bar; people were plopped 
against the pillars or leaning over the un­
plugged juke box talking, laughing or argu­
ing, and when the music started again, they 
latched onto a partner and swung and tripped 
around on the small, uneven floor; women 
grabbed men or men grabbed women. It 
didn’t seem to make any difference. Nobody 
cared and most were drunk and wild. They 
were like a bunch of ants happily going about 
their Saturday night business. There; seemed 
to be no order anywhere; it was all like Buck’s 
conversation with the tow-head,- loose, dis­
connected, brutal and mostly unconscious. 
Charlie faced Buck and shouted at him.
“Why the hell don’t you leave that slop 
gossip in the latrines where you picked it up!” 
Charlie jerked around when a drunk bumped 
into him, but the man didn’t stop or even 
seem to be aware that he’d bumped into any­
one.
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Angus got off the bar stool -and shoved a 
beer at Buck and one at Charlie, who re­
fused.
“I’ve had about all your crap I can take, 
kid. You better take off.” Buck had a beer 
in each hand.
Charlie shrugged -and moved away down 
along the bar to the back. It didn’t matter 
anyway because Buck was a stupid braggart 
and Angus was a common drunk. He’d get 
a drink and hitch-hike to -another town. To 
hell with their fishing trip. But before he 
left he figured he might as well grab a belly 
rub with one of the snakes.
The piano boomed through his mind like 
tom-tom’s and he couldn’t make out faces of 
the dancers from his position against the pil­
lar at the edge of the floor, so he downed his 
drink and started for the b-ar for another, 
where there was a girl sitting on a stool with 
her back to the bar, bare legs crossed, and 
vacantly bobbing her head to the beat of the 
piano. She looked numb. Charlie made for 
her but a sailor pulled her off the stool and 
dragged her like a sack of meal onto the 
dance floor. Charlie wedged up to the bar, 
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slopping his drink. As he stared at the row 
of bottles on the back bar on both sides of the 
cash register and the little rows below those 
in the glassed-over case where the unopened 
Scotch was, he became aware of the man on 
his left looking at him, and then he heard 
the words, “Hey Mac, you own this place?” 
There was nothing in the voice that asked 
for an apology or even another drink. It was 
a voice out of the fog, just a voice, that de­
manded something unintelligible like an ani­
mal growl. Charlie stared at the bottles, but 
the voice came again, “You hear me, Mac?” 
Charlie turned slightly and looked at the 
man; he wore a tight blue Navy uniform, a 
little white cap, and his face was dark, old, 
-and tightly drawn. His eyes were small and 
black. There was a man, not in uniform, 
standing with him and Charlie looked at him, 
too, and turned back to the bar. It was just 
a voice and it would go away. Then he felt 
the hand on his shoulder, a strong hand, 
gripping, forcing, and the words again, “If 
you’re lookin’ for trouble, Mac, you found it!” 
The sailor’s face was close up now and his 
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“Might as well let it go, Buzz, these hill­
billies don’t get to town very often and they 
go native when they do.” It was the other 
voice.
“Yeah, well I’ll straighten this one out.”
Charlie spun from the bar, ripped the hand 
loose and swung. The sailor slid the punch 
like a boxer and a left hook caught Charlie 
in the stomach with the force of a recoiling 
tree branch. Charlie doubled and caught a 
solid right in the mouth that slammed him up 
against the bar. He started to sink but caught 
the bar with his hands. When he knew he 
wasn’t going down, he blinked hard and the 
ring of blurring faces, that were gathered 
close -around, slowly came into focus. The 
bartender ducked under the bar fast. His 
right hand was through the wrist loop of a 
lead sap.
“Okay, take it outside boys.” His voice was 
tired, but a little impatient.
“You heard the man, Mac. You want 
some more of it?”
The circle of faces didn’t budge but they 
were clearer now; they were not weaving or 
staggering or laughing, but silent and steady, 
serious. This passed through Charlie’s mind 
in a flash, seemed odd, but didn’t quite regis­
ter. He tried to force himself away from 
the bar, but his knees were like jelly and his 
stomach still cramped. The circle spread, 
closed, and Charlie looked at Buck. Angus 
was behind him. Charlie wiped the blood 
from his lips and the taste of it was sweet 
and nauseating.
“What’sa matter, kid? L il’l trouble? You 
want to try that on me, swab jockey?” Buck 
said, looking from one to the other and mov­
ing up close to the sailor.
“If you want that yellow-belly’s fight, man 
it’s awright with me.” The sailor looked 
-around at the crowd, as if for justification.
Before the bartender could get between 
them, Buck had the sailor by the necker­
chief jerking it up tight. Charlie heard 
Buck’s voice but he couldn’t make out the 
words. Then he watched Buck turn and
30
make.for the door; the sailor, his two friends, 
and the crowd moved after him.
As Charlie lurched away from the bar, 
Angus barreled out wildly through the re­
mainder of the crowd, like -a wounded moose 
through a thicket. Charlie held his stomach 
with one hand, hesitated at the door, then 
went out.
He stopped short on the step. The sailor 
who had hit him was sprawled on the side­
walk trying to struggle up but each time he 
tried to get his legs under him he fell like 
a newly-born colt. A big place around his 
eye was already swelling and coloring. Char­
lie looked up; the sickening thud of flesh to 
flesh contact and the girl gasp, from some­
where in the crowd, mixed and reverberated 
through the hollows of his mind like a shout 
in an echo canyon, without really finding a 
place to settle. It was Buck. He had cor­
nered a second man in front of a parked car, 
and when he hit him, the man’s head shot 
back and his whole frame lurched up onto the 
fender of the car, rolled off, and lay motion­
less in the gutter. It was a straight punch, 
without a swing, like a rattler strikes. A cold 
chill ran through Charlie and he couldn’t be­
lieve what he was watching was real. Then 
the chill passed and he was moving like a 
robot, knowing now what he had to do but 
not knowing why he had to do it. Stepping 
over the sailor, he grabbed Buck by the arm, 
'jerking him around. Buck came around 
crouched, set. His face was pale and his eyes 
cold and expressionless; he was like a dog 
who would fight the neighborhood pack alone 
until he conquered all of them or was killed 
by them.
“Let’s get the hell out of here, Buck, be­
fore you kill somebody.”
“Ah, the damn swabbies!” Buck spit on 
the sidewalk, relaxed, and took a slow look 
around at the mingling crowd, located Angus, 
who had been looking for the third man with­
out knowing who he was looking for, and 
beckoned to him.
“We’ll get a drink up at the next joint,” 
Charlie said, pulling Buck through the crowd.
“Don’t pull me, kid. Hell, I can walk.”
Charlie released Buck’s arm and walked 
along beside him. As they entered the bar, 
Charlie looked back down the street before 
he let the door bang shut, flopping the dirty 
Venetian blind. The crowd had already 
poured back into the bar, leaving the side­
walk deserted except for Angus staggering 
up the street.
“What’ya gonna drink, Buck?”
“Whiskey. How’s that lip, kid?”
“The lip’s okay. It’s that haymaker in the 
belly that got me.”
Charlie slid the bartender eighty cents for 
the drinks.
“Yeah, I know. He was a fancy bastard. 
Didn’t know how to fight.”
“He didn’t have much trouble getting to 
me.”
“Yeah, but you ketch on to his kind after 
awhile. He wasn’t much.”
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“Do you like to fight, Buck?”
Buck shifted and looked down at his glass. 
“Oh, I do pretty well at it sometimes. Hell, 
I don’t know,” he said, irritated. “It ain’t 
something you talk about.”
“You do damn well, but I think I can do 
better.”
“What’ya mean by that?” Buck looked up 
slowly.
“Take it easy, big brother. You win,” Char­
lie smiled, “but I don’t mean your kind of 
fighting. I mean I think I’m ready for that 
shave. What’ya think about that?”
“You’re battier than hell. But you’re right 
about the shave. You look crummy.”
Buck downed his drink and Charlie or­
dered two more and turned to watch Angus 
stagger through the door and rock onto a 
stool by Buck.
“Couldunfine-the-uffer-one,” he said, all in 
one word, putting his head on the bar.
“You should’ve asked me,” Charlie said, 
surprised at his ready words, “I could of told 
you.”
“Yeah, the kid gotta good close look at him,” 
Buck said. “Right kid?” He cuffed Charlie 
between the shoulder blades.
“Real close up,” Charlie said, “How about 
a drink, Ang?”
“Hunt uh,” he refused.
“This dump’s dead,” Buck said, “C’mon 
Ang, old soldier, we gotta get back to camp. 
We’re going fishin’ in the morning.”
Angus reeled back off his stool and fell 
flat on his back on the floor. Buck threw his 
head back and roared. Charlie looked from 
one to the. other and he couldn’t hold back 
his own laughter. It was the first time he’d 
really laughed in months. He helped Buck 
tote Angus out the door to the car thinking 
that it wasn’t a bad feeling to laugh. He 
knew the pain would grip him later when he 
was alone in a dark room, and he was faintly 
aware of it creeping into his conscience now. 
It was not -a pain he could locate or control 
like the nauseating one in his stomach, but 
something deeper, more penetrating, that 
would force him to admit to himself not only 
things he never knew existed before, but 
things he had never even wanted to exist 
before; but, riding back to camp, it was good 
to laugh and the contact with Buck’s b ig leg 
and Angus’s bony one, when they flopped 
ag-ainst him, was good too.
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